He Buys a Birthday Gift for a Young Lady
that it could be all such a network of prejudices, chica-
neries, and selfish interests. It was enlightening to find that
they could be bribed, browbeaten, tricked, quite as had
the Corsican factions back home.
There had been a curious naivete about his hopes. And
possibly like most of us he itched to see others follow
ideals which he himself found it impossible always to fol-
low. Yet he was not wholly the opportunist; the love of
liberty had not died out. But here the pinch of leaven was,
to his mind, so pitiably small. There had been Lafayette,
possibly Carnot and Mirabeau. But the Lafayettes were
bunglers; could not handle the crowds—to the young lieu-
tenant the unforgivable sin.
He had seen the mobs force their way into the palace to
place a filthy red cap on the king's head.
"Che coglione!" he had said to Bourrienne. "Why don't
they cut down four or five hundred with cannon? The rest
would scamper off fast enough!"
The wish had not been so unnatural as it had seemed.
It all offended his sense of chieftainship and order, out-
raged his stern military soul.
It was so hard to find the thread that might lead out of
the maze. And there was no good angel sitting in that
attic to whisper that there was a white thread; that
human beings are variously motivated; that even the
terriers of the mob and the wolves of the tribune, how-
ever unworthy, may be used as instruments for final
good.
In his sense of chieftainship and order lay a real dan-
ger ; in his survey of this welter of selfishness all around
him, still another—that he might follow suit. It was a
peril that would threaten any impoverished young man
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